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Author's Notes: 

This has been tickling at my brain for a while now, given that Duff and Axl's birthdays fall on February 5th 
and bth. And then | noticed that the wonderful CrazylnBC mentioned on here that her birthday's coming up. So, 
l'm dedicating this to you, my dear! Happy birthday! (| should probably mention that | have just polished off a 
really good bottle of Cab Sauv!) 


Izzy takes a deep breath and tries to quell his ever growing desire to beat Slash over the head with the 
nearest brick Or bottle. Or anything, really. 


He should never have agreed to this. 


Two days ago, Slash had cornered him in the bathroom. While he was peeing. Actually peeing. Who the fuck 


corners another person while they're answering a call of nature? 


Slash, it seems. 


Izzy had stood, gobsmacked and mid-flow, as Slash had begged him to go shopping with him. For Axl's birthday 
present. Apparently, the fact that he'd had the fucking nerve to grow up with Axl in Indi-fucking-ana made him 
an expert on gift buying for their front man 

Izzy had only said yes in order to make Slash fuck off and leave him alone so he could finish peeing in peace. 
And also because it would give him the opportunity to buy a lock for the bathroom door since he was now 


quite concerned that Slash might interrupt him mid-dump next time he fancied going shopping. 


So he finds himself traipsing around LA. on an unseasonably warm, early February afternoon with Axl's utterly 
clueless boyfriend. 


He's deeply regretting his decision to wear clothes. 

Why, he wonders, is it perfectly acceptable for women to wander about practically naked, save for a couple of 
pieces of string strategically attached to their boobs and nether regions, whilst men would most likely find 
themselves arrested and charged with indecent exposure if they tried the same thing? 

I's fundamentally unfair, he decides as Slash hauls him into yet another store. Yet another pet store. 


Pet stores smell. Slash smells. Izzy hates him. 


"Look at this guy!" Slash cries as he slides open the door of a tank containing what the label declares to be 
bearded dragons. He reaches in and gently picks one up, letting it sit on his outstretched palm. 


"Isn't he a beauty?" he breathes in wonderment. 


Izzy doesn't think so. It's impossible for dragons to be considered physically beautiful. Or so he tells Slash. Who 
proceeds to look very offended on the bearded dragon's behalf. 


Placing the creature back in the tank, Slash turns and makes a beeline for a bank of glass fronted cages, 
behind which sits a number of terrifying looking arachnids. Pressing his face against the wall of glass, he 
begins cooing at a huge, hairy spider. It's bigger than his fucking head. And blacker than his hair. 

"Come and have a look, Iz!" he calls. 

"No, thanks!" replies Izzy, from the relative safety of the store entrance. "I'm fine right here, man!" 


"This is one spectacular spider, don't you think?" Slash asks, his face still pressed against the glass. 


If you say sol" Izzy states and then whines, "It's hotter than fucking hell in here, Slash! I'm tired. | need a cold 


shower. Let's go home. Please?" 


Slash huffs. 


"We've only been looking for half an hour, Izzy! Where's your stamina?" he laughs and resumes cooing at the 


great, hairy spider. 
Only half an hour? Izzy feels like he's been on his feet since the dawn of time. And he's never had stamina 
where shopping is concerned. He relays this very pertinent information to Slash, who looks at him like he thinks 


he might have lost his marbles. 


‘lm not going home without a birthday present for Axl so suck it up, you wuss!" he tells Izzy and then calls 
out to the store assistant, "This spider right here? How much?" 


The store assistant beams broadly, revealing a set of teeth that Izzy decides would do an awesome job of 
eating an apple through a tennis racket. Or a letter box. 


"You guys are in luck! They're actually on special offer this month!" grins the dentist's nightmare, "only $150 
and the tank you'll need to keep him in is also reduced to just $150!" 


Izzy stares stupidly and then blinks like he's got a Tourette's type tic. 
"Well, fuck! In that case, we'll take four of each!" he snarks. "Bargain of a fuckin’ lifetime, Slash!" 


Slash gives him the finger, thanks the dentally challenged store assistant for wasting his time on them and 
then hauls Izzy out to the sidewalk. 


"Stop being such a dick, Stradlin!" he growls, "that's the third store clerk you've pissed off today." 

Izzy's not listening. 

Across the street is a bar. Outside of it, under an awning, are four young, longhaired biker guys, laughing and 
chatting. On the table they're sitting around is a tall pitcher of beer. Ice cold beer, if the condensation on the 


outside of the glass is anything to go by. 


Izzy wants to tear over there, grab the pitcher and pour its contents down his parched throat. He doesn't 


care if the biker boys beat the shit out of him for doing it. 


Slash has other ideas. He grabs Izzy's arm and starts dragging him along the street, stopping in front of a 
store that declares itself to be, ‘Uncle Mike's Pet World’. 


That's it. That's the straw that finally breaks the camel's back. Otherwise known as Izzy's will. 
"For fuck's sake!" he cries, "have you actually met Axl? Or are you really that clueless?" 


Slash does an almost comical double take. 


"What are you talking about?" he asks incredulously. "Of course I've met Axl! He's my fucking boyfriend, you 
halfwit!" he says. 


"Well, for someone who's his boyfriend," Izzy sneers, "you sure seem to know sweet fuck all about him! So far, 
you've dragged me to four different pet stores. And | can tell you, with absolute fuckin’ certainty, that Axl 
would most definitely not like a puppy, a hamster, a rabbit, a rat, a snake, a facially hairy dragon or a huge, 
fuck off spider for his fuckin birthday! What is wrong with you? Axl's not the animal loving type! Is this 
shopping expedition for him or you?" he yells, feeling a little breathless. 

Slash looks crestfallen. 

"Sorry," he shrugs ruefully, "it's just that this is the first birthday we've been together and | wanted to get 
him something he'll always remember. But | have no idea what it should be. So | guess | defaulted to the stuff 
| like." 

Izzy sighs. Now he feels like a total bastard. 


"Well, at least we've managed to rule out animals and reptiles, so that's a start," he says as he pats a dejected 


looking Slash on the shoulder. "Look, lets go get a drink. Alcohol is always a great inspiration! and Slash agrees. 
Several hours later, they're both shitfaced. 


Slash's head is cocked to the side. Or maybe Izzy is no longer in a vertical position. He doesn't really care 


which. 


"So Mr. Stradlin, or expert-on-what-not-to-buy-for-Axl, what did you give Duff for the first birthday you 


two were together?" he asks. 

Izzy gives him a lewd grin 

"My ass!" he replies, "if you catch my drift!” and winks suggestively. 

Slash thinks the world's most intellectually challenged person would catch Izzy's drift. 

The world's most intellectually challenged person being Steven, that is. 

"But me and Axl have already done that," he informs Izzy, frowning slightly. 

"So? Do it again! l'm telling you! It's what Duff gave me on my birthday and what l'm planning to give him again 


on his. Which, by the way, is the day before Axl's in case you've forgotten. HOLY FUCK! WAIT! We should all do 
something together!" Izzy yells, pointing a finger in what he hopes is Slash's face. 


Slash's mind suddenly begins running riot. He sincerely hopes Izzy's not suggesting a foursome. It would fuck his 


head up even more. 

He downs another tumbler of Jack 

FUCK 

Why is he suddenly picturing all four of them splayed out on a big ass bed? And why are they all naked? 


FUCK AGAIN! 


He's going to kill Izzy. 
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| lay the blame for this squarely at the feet of BlackoutRose. Simply because she asked if there would be a 
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Its February 4th. 

Slash hasn't slept for two whole days. This is mostly because he has decided upon taking refuge behind their 
dilapidated sofa. In their falling to pieces living room. With the sole purpose of never having to speak to or look 
at Izzy again. 

And also because sordid orgy images refuse to leave his tortured mind. 


Who the fuck knew that an imaginary naked and humping Duff, Izzy, Axl and himself could look so fucking good? 


The behind-the-sofa-space is cramped and smells of feet but, since Slash knows he doesn't exactly smell of 


roses himself, this is a moot point to him. 

His rather perplexed band mates have spent the last forty eight hours trying to coax him out from his hidey 
hole with an inventive range of culinary offerings. Offerings such as stale bread and week old doughnuts, along 
with a hunk of stinking green cheese that has a very dead mouse attached to it. It's hard to tell if the mouse 
died of natural causes or if the cheese killed it. 

All of these wondrous items have come from the dumpster around the corner. The one with the skull and 


cross bones motif boldly emblazoned on its front. And a hugely lettered warning from the Los Angeles 


Department of Health. 

To his credit, Slash has so far managed to resist such tempting fare. 

The only one who doesn't seem bothered by his antics is Steven. 

Slash sincerely believes that if he were to daub himself in neon yellow paint and perform a rain dance in the 
kitchen whilst wildly brandishing a lighting stick of dynamite and loudly singing Kenny Roger's ‘The Gambler’, 
Steven wouldn't give a shit. 


If only he could be Popcorn 


Duff and Axl would probably kill him though. 


And it would be preferable to the hell he's going through right now. 
He can't stop thinking about Izzy's ‘We should all do something together! declaration. 


He doesn't seriously expect them to all get it on as a double birthday treat, does he? Not that he's mentioned 
it again. Although to be fair, Slash hasn't exactly made himself available for further discussion on the subject. 


He sighs and rubs his hands over his exhausted features. Maybe he should get so fucked up on something 
that he'll sleep for three days straight? That way, he'll avoid all the birthdays and get some much needed rest 
to boot. Problem is, they're all totally skint. Which means they can't afford to buy anything to get fucked up 
on. 


Fuck it anyway. 


He jolts upwards when the front door suddenly slams open with a resounding thud and he peers out from 


behind his happy place to see a red faced, out of breath Duff come tearing in. 


"Dog!" Duff pants hysterically to no one, slamming the door shut and gesticulating wildly, making vague animal 
air shapes with his hands. 


"Big dog! Big, toothy, hairy fuckin’ dog!" he further elaborates and then drops to his knees, doubling over and 
heaving for breath. 


Slash grins like a loon and then outright laughs. 


Duff is both startled and offended. He's just been chased for at least half a mile by what he can only assume 
is one of Cujo's snarling, bastard offspring and the half wit behind the sofa thinks it fuckin’ hilarious? 


He hauls himself upright and stalks forwards, hands curled into fists. 


"Fuck you!" he announces indignantly, leaning over the sofa and glaring down at Slash. This serves only to make 


the hairy git laugh even harder. 


‘Sorry, Duff" Slash wheezes, "it's just, you're like, eight feet tall and running from a doggie!" and he cackles 
loudly before collapsing into a serious fit of giggles. 


Duff stares a little before shrugging and dropping onto the couch with an exaggerated sigh. 


‘lm not eight feet tall," he declares, "and are you planning on coming out of there to re-join the human race 


any time soon?" he asks as he hauls his cigarettes from his pocket and politely offers the pack. 


"Not really," Slash replies as he accepts gratefully and fires up. 


"Seriously, Slash! What the fuck is going on with you? | know no one in this band could possibly be described as 
a walking fuckin’ advert for good mental health but you're taking things a little too far with this ‘hiding behind 
the sofa shit," Duff says pleadingly. 
‘Izzy's a pervert," comes the reply. 


Duff waits for a beat. 


"That's true," he concedes, with a nod that Slash can't see, "but what the fuck does that have to do with you 


embracing claustrophobia and starvation?" 


Slash thinks that Duff sounds as confused as a Country and Western singer who has suddenly discovered that 
life is actually quite wonderful and is subsequently left with nothing dark and depressing to write songs about. 


"Listen," he offers, "I'll come out of here on February Tth. When you and Pervert McStradlin are done with 
your thing." 


Duff is now even more confused. And also a little scared. 

He's about to ask for further clarification on the McStradlin thing when Axl and Izzy come breezing in. 
"For the last time fuckin’ time, Axl!" Izzy is saying exasperatedly. "The couple next door are not Satanists! 
They're just relentlessly cheerful people of Scandinavian extraction! Just cause they're happy doesn't mean 
they invert crucifixes and sacrifice goats!" he ends. 


Axl snorts in a very un-Axl way. 


"Fair enough!" he gripes, "but if they're still here at Halloween, I'm hiring an exorcist to off the pair of them!" 
and he flounces behind the sofa to offer Slash a quick hello and a very sweet ‘you're mad but | love you' kiss. 


Slash accepts both and hugs Axl tight. He still doesn't leave his bolthole though 
Izzy scratches his head and looks at Duff 

"Axl's weird” he says. 

"So's his fuckin’ boyfriend," Duff intones darkly and stands up. 


"Wanna get shitfaced?" he asks. "I got paid cash for some overtime | did at Christmas, so | vote in favour of 
getting out of our heads and maybe picking up some potato chips?" 


Izzy agrees heartily, all the while eyeing Duff like a starving lion might eye an overweight and, therefore, 


unable to run gazelle. 


This does not go unnoticed by Slash, who is listening to Axl rant on about their neighbours’ non-Satan aversion 


"OK!" Izzy cries, rubbing his hands together gleefully, "and then we can get down to some birthday stuff, my 
dear, sweet, adorable, dorky Duff!" 


From behind the sofa, Slash whimpers. 
"I fuckin’ hate you, Izzy!" his mind screams. 


"And l'm not thinking about ploughing your ass!" is the unnerving rejoin 
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They're at that stage of drunkeness where the singing of utterly random songs has begun. 

A seriously bemused Izzy and Duff are staring with mouths wide open as Axl performs a song about Noah 
building an arky out of hickory barky, because the Lord had announced that there was going to be a floody and 
he'd need to get the children out of the muddy. Noah had then started loading the arky with animals. In 
twosies. Elephants and kangaroosies. And those sorts of things in general. 

Axl's giving it socks. 


Duff and Izzy are considering frontal lobotomies. Or a defection to North Korea. 


Steven is enthusiastically cheering their front man on, bouncing up and down in his seat and clapping like a 


particularly demented sea lion 


No one knows what Slash is doing since he's still ensconced behind the sofa He appears to be enjoying himself, 
though. Especially if his demands for more wine and potato chips are anything to go by. 


Finishing with a flourish, Axl takes an uncalled for bow and falls back onto the sofa 


"Bra-fuckin'-vo, Axil" Steven applauds, as Izzy heaves a huge sigh of relief. "That was wonderfull Now it's my 


turn!" 


He stands, clears his throat and proceeds to perform an absolutely pitch perfect, albeit drunken, rendition of 


The Four Seasons ‘Walk like a Man’. High notes and all. 


Gobsmacked, Axl demands to know if he's a eunuch. Steven doesn't know what this means. So Axl tackles him to 


the floor and demands to see his junk Or lack thereof 

Steven punches him off and half crawls, half drags himself to join Slash behind the sofa 
Axl turns his attention to Izzy. 

"Cimon, Stradlin! Sing something!" he commands. 


Ok," Izzy agrees and sits up straight. "Something!" he warbles and cackles into his drink. 


Axl continues to cajole him. When this doesn't work, he resorts to outright threats of serious bodily harm. 
Involving battery acid and nipple clamps. 


Izzy eventually gives in and mumble-sings, ‘Cocaine Blues’, a la Johnny Cash. 
This causes Axl to slide into a momentary depression. And Slash to fling a bottle at the wall. 


Duff decides to cheer everyone up by doing a New York Dolls medley. Complete with some extremely dodgy 


dancing. 


Slash thinks that David Johansen would not approve. Although Johnny Thunders might. He is basing this solely 


on Duff's slurred singing because he can't actually see him. 
"Are we done now?" asks Izzy hopefully. 


"Nol" yells Axl. "Slash hasn't had a turn! Come out here, oh great, hairy, smelly one and knock us all on our 


asses!" 

"Literally, or with my singing?" Slash enquires. 

"With your scent!" Duff howls and is rewarded with snickers from Axl and Izzy. 

Slash pokes his head over the back of the sofa. 

"Ill kick both your ears off, McKagan," he announces throatily and then swallows some more wine. 
"Sing. Now!" Axl demands. 


So he does. And absolutely murders The Stones ‘Dead Flowers’. If Mick and Keith were dead, they'd be turning 


in their graves. 


There's a reason Slash is jaw droppingly brilliant with a guitar. It's namely the fact that cats engaged in coitus 
make a far more pleasing sound to the human ear than that which emerges from his throat. 


"Stop!" Izzy cries. "Please fuckin’ stop! | promise to buy you a python if you'll just fuckin’ stop!" 


Slash is seriously offended. He strongly resolves to buy or steal some cyanide and lace Izzy's next reefer with 


it. 
Not satisfied with their current level of idiocy, they continue imbibing. 


Then, at precisely two and a half seconds past midnight, Izzy emits a very disturbing cross between a war 


whoop and a scream, and flings himself on top of an unsuspecting Duff. 
"Happy birthday!" he screeches as Duff oofs indignantly and falls over. 
"Yes! Happy birthday, you big, lanky bastard!" Axl adds and jumps on them both. 


Steven throws his weight on the pile and all four roll around on the manky carpet as Duff protests, to no 


avail, that he can't breathe. 
"Get in here, Slash!" yells Axl excitedly. 


Oh, Christ, NO! Slash can't. He just can't. He thinks he might be experiencing the beginnings of a panic attack. Or 


a strong reaction to the dead mouse cheese he'd given in to and nibbled on earlier. 


He is SO not going to roll about on the floor. At least, not in Izzy's deviant company. Who knows where it might 
lead? 


His fractured mind had not included Steven's general hairiness (chest AND head) in his foursome visions. 
"Fuck off! All of youl" he shouts back drunkenly. "I don't want to have a foursome. | don't care whose birthday 
it is! Man, | love you ar all Duff, in like a purely platonic way, but we don't have a big enough bed and it 


wouldn't be fair on Steven and besides, l'm scared of Izzy!" he continues to ramble. 


The others come to a crashing halt. Foursome? Who the fuck suggested a ménage a quatre? Is this why Slash 
is behind the sofa? 


And why is he scared of Izzy? 
Axl pokes his head out of a pile of limbs. 


"Er, Slash?" he asks hesitantly, "I think you've got some ‘splainin to do." 


4 


No one has spoken for eighteen years. 


Duff knows this is a slight exaggeration but its what it feels like to him. He is still at the bottom of the body 
pile and hasn't been able to draw breath into his lungs for what seems like the same length of time. His face is 
turning a startling shade of purplish-blue. 


This is not how he'd envisaged his demise. He's always thought that he'd go out in a blaze of glory, maybe 
standing tall on the seat of a Harley, drinking vodka, getting laid and whooping like a madman whilst turning 


ninety. 

Not smothered to death unintentionally by his friends as part of his birthday celebrations. 
He jerks his hips against the body lying on top of him. 

"Git orf meee!" he garbles weakly. 


Nobody takes a blind bit of notice of him. If he knew Morse code, he could tap out an SOS. on the floor with 
his fist but he doesn't, and so he takes what he believes to be his last breath. 


With that, the weight on his chest suddenly lifts. Urgent sounding noises come from somewhere above him and 
then a frantic looking Steven comes into view. The part of Duffs brain that is still functioning is utterly 
horrified when it realises that the drummer is about to perform CPR on his not yet completely dead body. He 
is simply too weak to protest as Steven leans down and presses his lips to his open mouth, blowing air into it 


and starting unnecessary chest compressions. 

Unfortunately, Steven's anatomical knowledge seems to dictate that a person's chest is actually located in the 
abdominal area and in close proximity to the liver. The hard fought for air that Duff has just managed to 
breathe in is pushed right back out of him. 

Crap! He should have just let them smother him. 


"He's alive!" Steven yells as Duff's arms begin to flail wildly. 


"Well, stop trying to kill him then!" Axl screams in alarm. Izzy hauls Duff into a sitting position and bats 
Steven's hands away. 


Finally managing to breathe again, Duff decides to make an impassioned plea. 


"Slash!" he calls weakly, head buried in Izzy's chest, "get your fuckin’ ass out here now! | just got violated by 
Popcorn and you better have a damn good reason for it!" 


Slash crawls out from behind the sofa and gives him an apologetic nod. 
His hair is completely inexplicable after best part of three days in a cramped, practically arid space. 


lzzy takes one look at him, screams in terror, clamps a hand over his eyes and scurries backwards as fast as 


his ass can carry him, dragging Duff with him. 


Ok," says Axl staring at Izzy, who is in turn, staring at Slash's hair. "Would you care to explain what the fuck 


is going on here?" he asks. 
Slash inhales deeply. 


"Shopping," he says. "We went shopping. Me and Izzy. | asked him to come with me while he was in the 
bathroom. He was peeing. But he said you wouldn't want a spider or a bearded dragon or a hamster so we just 
got pissed instead. And then he said that we should all do something together for your birthday. And Duff's. 
But | didn't want to. So | hid behind the sofa and | had some of that cheese and then you all rolled around on 
the floor and wanted me to join in. And no one said anything about Steven being in on it. He's very hairy and 


besides, five is just too many!" he wails. 
Now everyone is staring at him. He's beginning to feel quite uncomfortable. 


"Izzy, what the fuck have you done to Slash? And why were you both in the bathroom together, while you 
were taking a leak?" Axl asks, his voice sounding just a tad too mild for the rather murderous expression on 


his face. 


"Nothing!" Izzy replies indignantly. "It's not my fault his brain works the way it does! It probably can't get any 
air under that insane mop of frizz! And as for the bathroom thing, he barged in on me. Its not like | was 
peeing for his fucking pleasure! All | wanted was for us to get together on your birthdays and drink ourselves 
stupid. Which is exactly what we were doing before dickface here had a fuckin’ meltdown!" he shouts, 


gesticulating in Slash's general direction 
"So, you weren't suggesting a foursome then?" Slash asks, his jaw hanging open. 
Maybe Axl is right and he is a halfwit? He's also startled to find he is very disappointed, 


"NO FUCKING WAY!" Izzy yells back. "Axl's like a brother to me, your hair defies logic and | don't share Duff. 
With anyone. You got that, asshole?" he ends with a disgusted grunt, before nuzzling his whole face in Duff's 


hair. 


"Well, ok then," Slash says sheepishly with a half hearted shrug. "Looks like | got the wrong end of the stick 


here. Can we just go back to drinking now and forget this ever happened?" 


All eyeing each other warily, they try to do just this. It results in a very uncomfortable and prolonged silence, 
which is broken every now and then by Steven attempting to start conversations on a range of topics as 
diverse as Hanna Barbera cartoons, Wal-Mart and why the American education system isn't suited to people 
like him. 

He is blanked at each try and eventually gives up. 

Then, out of the blue, Axl turns to Izzy and says, "You don't share Duff at all, then?" 


Izzy gapes at him. 


"Not that I'm suggesting it or anything," Axl hastens to add. He is quite clearly drunk. "But don't you two do 
chicks together? That's kind of sharing, isn't it?" 


"Well, yeah," Izzy agrees, "but it's totally different to sharing him with you. Or Slash." 

"But if we were girls," Axl continues, "you'd be ok with it?" 

"Umm, Izzy?" Duff whimpers. "I don't like where this is heading. Can we just go to bed? Please?" he implores. 
Izzy stands up and takes Duff by the hand, heading for their room. Then he turns back 

"Listen very carefully," he states, in a tone that leaves no room for argument. "Duff's mine. And you're not 
girls. So fuck off. Happy birthday for tomorrow Axl, cos we're just going to stay holed up in bed for the next 
two days and completely avoid you and your idiot boyfriend." 

With that he leaves the room, a bewildered Duff trailing in his wake. 

Slash turns to Axl. 

"You got a thing for Duff?" he asks. There's an odd light in his eyes. A glimmer of hope, it could be said. 

If | was a girl, I'd totally do him," Steven interjects. 

"Nobody fucking asked you and anyway, we all know you'd try to get up on a cracked fuckin’ plate," Slash snarls. 
"That's not fair!" Steven whines. "Duffs got really long legs and a great ass and | find your ‘cracked plate’ 
remark very offensive!" he says, folding his arms across his chest and glaring at Slash. "Like I'd try to hump 
broken crockery!" 


Axl giggles. 


"You'd try to hump anything, Popcorn! And yes, Duff does have long legs and a great ass," he says, as he 


crawls drunkenly across the floor towards Slash, "but | prefer yours any day!" 
He plonks himself down heavily in his lap. 
"And there's my cue to leave," Steven huffs as he staggers off. 


Slash grins dopily at Axl and kisses him softly. Axl kisses him back before letting his head drop down to his 
chest and beginning to snore. 


Slash blinks. He doesn't have the energy to feel insulted. So he lays both himself and Axl down and closes his 


eyes. 

He is immediately assaulted by images of Duff's legs and ass. 

"Aww, fuck!" he groans internally. 

He has now more or less accepted that the foursome idea was all his. 

And, since Axl seemed not averse to Duff's charms, maybe he can enlist his help in getting Izzy on board. 


Duff is mostly an agreeable type of guy. Slash is sure he can talk him into it without too much protest. And 


with copious amounts of vodka. 
Tomorrow morning, he will make Duff and Izzy pancakes. Axl will help him to bring them breakfast in bed. Then, 


using his best smile and his not inconsiderable powers of persuasion, he will have them both eating out of his 


hand. Literally. 


He grins in delight at his diabolical plot and falls asleep without realising they don't have any pancake making 


ingredients. 


Although that may not be the only fly in the ointment. 


